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have all they want from me before they die. How would they
like it? Shall I lie on my back with my limbs outstretched, or
on my side, or shall I stand on one leg like a golden cockerel?
I can do any of those things. Or perhaps they would like me
to imitate a wild horse stampeding round the courtyard, a
monkey offering nuts, a yellow dog piddling, or an angel point-
ing the way? Tell me, Brother, which way shall I deal with
them?0

"I can't find words bad enough to curse you with, you dirty
scoundrel 1" Exquisite cried. "You are always talking non-

sense."

Po-chtieh put three cups on a plate. "Daughters," he said,
"drink this from my hand. If you don't take it, I'll throw it
all over you."

"I am not drinking any wine to-day," Exquisite said.
uGet down on your knees before my sister Exquisite and let
me box your ears," Moonbeam said* "Then I'll drink."
"And what do you say, Sister Silver Maid?" Po-chueh said.
"I am not very well to-day. I will only drink half a cup."
"If you don't go on^your knees," Moonbeam said, "you
can implore me for a hundred days, but you won't get me to
drink any."

"Uncle," Huang IV said, "if you refuse to kneel down, it
will show you don't know how to take a joke. Kneel down.
I will ask them not to box your ears."

"I won't box his ears more than twice," Moonbeam said,
"that is, provided he kneels down."

"Master," Po-chueh said to Scholar WSn, "you see how
these little strumpets carry things to extremes." There was no
escape. He knelt down. Moonbeam pulled up her sleeves and
held out her slender hands.

"Now, you rascally beggar, will you ever be rude to me
again? You must promise out loud, if you wish me to drink
the wine." Po-chueh could not help himself. He promised that
he would never be rude to her again. Moonbeam slapped him
twice, then drank the wine.

Po-chueh got up. "Well, most excellent little strumpet,"
he said, "are you going to drink all the wine and leave none
forme?"

"Kneel down again," Moonbeam said, "and I will give you